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"You forget two things, Pontius; you are
overlooking the facts that you used your Influence
on my behalf with Herod Antipas, and that your
purse         freely open to me/'

"Let iis not talk of that," replied Pontius,
"since after your return to Rome you sent me
by one of your freedmen a sum of money which
repaid me with usury."

"PontiuSj I could never consider myself out
of your debt by the mere payment of money.
But tell mes hare the gods fulfilled your de-
sires? Are you in the enjoyment of all the happl-
you deserve? Tell me about your family,
your fortunes, your health."

"I have withdrawn to Sicily, where I possess
estates,, and where I cultivate wheat for the
market. My eldest daughter, my best-beloved
Pontiaj who has been left a widow, lives with
met          directs my household. The gods be

praised, I have preserved my mental vigour; my
is not in the least degree enfeebled. But
oM age always brings In Its train a long proces-
sion of griefs and infirmities. I am cruelly tor-
mented with gout. And at this very moment you
find me on my way to the Phlegrsean plain In
search of a remedy for my sufferings. From that
burning soil, whence at night flames burst forth,
proceed acrid exhalations of sulphur, which, so
say, ease the pains and restore suppleness